CHAUTAUQUA NIGHTS 
Chautauqua’s tiny hills, 
stone steps, branches 
arch over a child’s chapel, 
meditative exploration is 
sacred in me, my small 
figure carrying an inflatable 
raft toward a big clock. | 
like when darkness starts 
in, views hard, | scamper 
over distant grass in my 
parents’ squint. Always, 

| submit, running back to 
them. | compare my raft 
to a cloud. The sky dims 
as my little fingers point 
at it, striped sleeves 
stretching. Bathroom 
under the looming clock, 
| drop my new stuffed 
bear into a toilet, pull 
him out, run away. 


